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TWO-FI 


A RAINY NIGHT.. TWO 
LONELY FIGURES CROUCH 
IN THE DRIPPING DARK: 
NESS, MUTTERING. 


WHO KNOWS WHY THESE 
GUYS ARE SITTING OUT IN 
THE RAIN? WHO EVEN CARES? 


THEY ARE A HOMELESS BREED 
OF MEN--UNWASHED UNWANTED? 


4 . 
KEPT ME IN SINCE I WUZ ay 
A BOY..NOW THEY WANTS ME ( 


TO BE A FREE MAN! I 
CAN'T ad 


WY come WITH US NOW, AS WE FOLLOW THESE 
GRIM ENTITIES INTO A DESOLATE WORLD 
OF _UNHOLY MADNESS... COME AND LEARN 
THE LOATHSOME SECRETS OF THE DAMNED! 


TWO-FISTED ZOMBIES! 
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YEA, KEEP 


EY 
A MAN LIKE YoU 
KED 


ww 


MMM...MMM...NICE FEEL KINDA LIKE 
NIGHT ! NICE RAIN! HUMPHREY BOGART OR 


KINDA ROMANTIC... SOMEBODY. ++ 
TLL LIGHT 
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THATS IT, BILLY! - 
YAGOT YER FIRST SLAVE! YOU'LL GIT “\ 
FROM HERE ON YER OVER IT, BILLY... 
A BIG MAN! 


AND ‘AT'S A 
REAL PRIZE! DERE BUT IF I wuz 
AINT MANY 0! THEM LEFT YoU I WOULDN'T 
ANYMORE! YOU COULD SELL SELL IT FER 
‘AT CORPSE FER A i NOTHIN’! 
THOUSAND! ‘ 


: erennill vA 


NN; 
il | t 4 CHRISTIANS 
| | at MAKES MIGHTY 
| i GOOD SLAVES! 
I HOW CAN YOU WAKE A 
SLAVE OUT OF A DEAD MAN? 
| WHAT KIND OF WORLD |S IN- 
HABITED BY GHOULS WHO 
MURDER FOR NO REASON AT ALL? 


LET THE 
TEACH THEM 
SERVE US WELL 
NEXT 


NEL STENCH OF 
E 


THE CHARNEL. 
PUTRIFIED FLESH... THE PIT 
THE MONSTROUS BOOTY 
STOREDs*- THE CRYPTIC RITE 
OF A HELL-CURSED WORLD— 


BY EINSTEIN, GOD OF DESTRUCTION, I po 
CLAIM THE LIVING SPIRITS THAT: DID INHABIT 
CLAIM THEM 
TH FLOGISTON, THA’ 
THEY MAY SERVE HIM FAITH q 
FULLY FOR ALL ETERNITY! 


aE SA ee atnie tines Helen I_ENVY THE POOR BUGGERS, ZANDRU! 
UPON THE DAY OF HIS COMING YE I'D LIKE TO THROW OFF THIS MEAT 
IP YOUR ABODE WITH DREAM RIGHT NOW ANP GO WI 
MASTER IN HIS ETERNAL KINGDOM! THEMs.- — SOON, PERHAPS 
ZANDRU OF TORONTO HAS SPOKENS 


FLOGISTON, LORD OF THE UNHOLY SEPULCHE HISTORY OF HIS WORLD... A WORLD BORN 
HIS MIND SPIRALS BACK OVER THE RECORDED SHORT AEONS AGO... IN UNSPEAKABLE PAINS 


THE LAST WORLD WAR! EVERY CIVILIZATION ON THE GLOBE WIPED 
TO SHIT! LAST SPASM OF RADIOACTIVE DEATH WHISTLES IN THE 
AWESOME RUINS ... 


D 


+--MAN'S FINAL GIFT TO HIMSELF! 


BUT THE HUMAN SEED SPAWNED 
MONSTROUS OFFSPRING? 


AS THE “NORMALS” BANDED TOGETHER AND MULTIPLIED, THEY DEVELOPED 
WEAPONS TO WIPE OUT THE LEPROUS MUTATIONS... 
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AND WARRIORS BEGAT A FEUDAL SOCIETY 
OF BARONS AND THEIR DYNASTIES! 


ONCE AGAIN THE BLACK ARTS REIGNED SUPREME! WIZARDS PERFORMED GHASTLY 
AND UNSPEAKABLE RITES OF OBEISANCE TO NAMELESS GODS! 


THEIR DELVINGS INTO THE OCCULT 
LED TO THE REDISCOVERY OF A 
SECRET LOST SINCE THE TIME OF 
THE _EGYPT/ANS —— THE SPIRITS 

OF THE DEAD COULD BE CONTROLLED 
AND ENSLAVED! 


as 


BY ACCUMULATING THE BODIES 
OF THE DEAD, A KING OF THE 
EARTH COULD ENSURE HIMSELF 
A KINGSHIP IN THE LIFE TO 


AND AFTERALL, WHAT DID TEMPORAL 
POWER OVER A RUINED PLANET MEAN, 


OUR TIME 1S BRIEF, 
ZANDRUS WE MUST REAP 
A GOOD HARVEST ON THIS 
DISMAL EARTH, FOR THE HOUR 
OF DEATH /S THE HOUR OF EE 

OUR LIBERATION 


WITH SATURNINE 
STEALTH HE 


STALKS You, 
ae HE MAY 


UR 
SOUL- SLAVES, 
FOR HIS 
MASTER! 


YES, FLOGISTON, 


AND THAT HOUR 
UPON You! 


(ANG, 


fo RECOURSE BUT SAVAGE AND DIRECT ATTACK! 
wi iE LETHAL VOICE OF HIS WILL! 


HE 1s SEEN! HE HA‘ 
THE GRANITE WALLS OF YOUR PALACE ECHO NTH THI 


THE BLOOD OF YOUR LOYAL 
SUBJECTS RUNS THICK AND RED 
ON THE MOON-STAINED GRANITE... 


I COME IN TRE NAME 
OF DRAGO, LORD OF 


ETERNITY? 


EASY, MEN! DON'T 1 
PINCH His FOOD TUBE HURRY UP, MATES! THERE'S A CREW 


700 HARD! DRAGO WANTS 0’ GASHERS MOVIN’ THIS WAYS 
HIM IN ONE PIECED ; 


THEY'VE BROUGHT A SPECIMEN ABOARD, 
DRAGO! LOOKS RIGHT FOR THE TOBL = 


THE FORT, JUDD, 
CHOP CHOPP Ce 


Made 


I CLAIM you AND 
YOUR DEAD FOR DRAGO! 


DRAGO SHOULD Y) 
COME HIMSELF j 

IF HE WANTS To 

CLAIM MY DEADS K] - 
4 e i 
Za = > 


BUT 1F HE PREFERS 
TO SEND ME 


BK NEW SLAVE os 


= 


THERE |S SORCERY HERE... 
[SpRAGO HAS PONE IS FORBI 


YES, WE FOUGHT TOGETHER 
1N THE UNENDING WARs 
ID Now IT musT 

AND TO THINK HE Po" EEE KILL HIME 
WAS ONCE YOUR 5 
CLOSEST FRIENDS y, 


BE CAREFUL, IT 
/$ NOT YOUR 
TIME TO DI 


o aa 
anus a! ©) 
eS» : 
aes i eS HAIL DRAGOF 
RETURNS? 


THE SLIMY BARSTARD'S 
My KING, BUT IZ LOVES 
HIM, BLESS HIS SCALEY 


\ HIDE AND SHIT- 
STAINED BOoTS! 


aT) 


A CHALLENGE TO COMBAT IN 
THE ARENA OF DEATHS — 


, DRAGO!S. A MESSAGE 
FROM FLOG/STON 
THE GRIME 


THE LITTLE FAIRY 
FELL RIGHT INTO 


SEE THAT THE OLD BUM 
GETS FIRST-CLASS SERVICE! 


Us HE'S OUR KEY TO FLOGISTON'S 
n 1 TREASURE HOARD OF SOULS! 
a 
: oes as si 
Lag ted a 3 
poh. Ta 
THEY'RE 
TAKING HIM 
TO SURGERY 
NoW, DRAGO! 


i > 
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: : 


MY HEART IS HEAVY, ZANDRU.-. IF 

LOSE TOMORROW'S BATTLE WITH- DRAGO, 

MY ONE MILLION SLAVES WILL SPEND AN 
ETERNITY OF DESOLATION UNDER 


HIS SATANIC RULES 


By” BUT THAT WONT 
HAPPEN, MASTER ~~ 
HK You WiLL WIN! 


yes, I WILL WIN-- BUT WHAT 

WI LOSE?! THERE MUST BE 

SOME WAY TO PROTECT THE 
FATE OF MY SUBJECTS! 


ii IT 1S WRITTEN & 

WHOMSOEVER WOULD RELEASE 

HiS SOUL'S WARRIORS FROM 

SERVITUDE TO A VICTORIOUS ENEMY 
MAY INVOKE THE SPELL OF 
HAN-A- SABBA — BUT ONLY AT 
GREAT COST..." 


GRY THERE 1S A WAY-- IT 15 
re WRITTEN IN THE FORBIDDEN 
Book OF HEZIALE NO 

ONE HAS DARED TO 


WHAT IS THE COST, ZANDRUZ 
CAN ANY PRICE BE 700 
GREAT TO Buy A MILLION 

SOULS FROM HELL'S FIRE? 


—"HE WOULD BRING 
NIGHT UPON THE 
EARTH FOR A 
THOUSAND YEARS! 


GOD -- WHEN I THINK OF IT! --THAT THE © iS, 
ETERNAL FATE OF SO MANY SOULS SHOULD 
BE DECIDED BY A SINGLE BATTLES 1s © 


UNBREACHABLE, FX WS Y eA, SIRE, WE WS 
: SERVE YOU 
\ WILLINGLY f 


NF 


STAND BY ME NOW -- AND ONE DAY 
WE WILL TAKE REST TOGETHER— 


THANKYOU , MY 
FRIENDS! YOU DO 
NOT SERVE IN 


HAS THIS SWINE BEEN 
PROPERLY DRUGGED HAR HAR! WITH MY 
FOR THE FIGHT? ; ARTO OBEY, 
" FLOGISTON WILL NEVER 
2 KNOW THE DIFFERENCE? NN 
\ 
i 


HE'S READY! A 


D 
STRATEGY, DRAGOS, 


WALKING TINE BOMB! KA 
NI LET THE 6 AMES par 1, 


4 hz es. 


PRINCE FLOGISTON STEPS CONFIDENTLY ONTO 
THE FIELD, FIRED ‘WITH ZEAL FOR HIS 
1,000,000 SLAVE -SOULS! 


HIS ADVERSARY, AN OLD HOBO WITH CHEMICAL FIRE 
IN HIS VEINS AND A BELLYFULL OF DYNAMITE, STALKS 
SILENTLY OUT OF THE PITS « 
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COMEON, DRAGO 
LET ME RID THE 
BA EARTH OF youl 


He 
( 


: 


Wi, 
ao 


nn 
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THIS THE DRAGO 
FOUGHT BESIDE AT 


SEEMS TO HAVE LOST 
HIS QUICKNESS AND 
AGILITY? 


aa ty MEN -- SIEZE HIS 

A TRICK! A DIABOLIC TRICK! PUNY SERVANTS? PREPARE 

THEY'VE SLAIN YOU, MY poe YURSELIS TO MARCH 
PRINCE £ -$068- c ‘ON THE CASTLES 


HAWR HAW HAR { WHAT 

A DUMB FAGGOT! TOOK 

HIM, 10 YEARS To 

COLLECT 1,000,000 sous 

AND HE Losr THEM i 

ALL IN A MINUTE f rx 
HAW HAWE 


ee —4 SS — 
THEY BELONG TO 
You NOW, DRAGO! 


AH! MASTER FLOGISTON 
HAS RETURNED WITH 
DRAGO'S CORPSE! 


YOU'RE 
DEAD, PRIEST? 


BRING THE NEW DEAD, BROTHERS -- 
WE'RE GOING TO HOLD A <1 AND THIS 1$ THE 
LITTLE CEREMONY? PIT WHERE THE 

1,000,000 DEAD 
ARE sTOREDS 


GOD -- WHAT A. 
STENCH! WHY 
COULDN'T HE MELT 
EM' DOWN AND 
FREEZE EM’, LIKE 


THESE ARE THE TOMBS 
OF HIS VENERABLE ; 
S, DRAGO, MUST BEA 
ANCESTORS, DRA ZILLION MAGGOTS} 
“sy ze DOWN THERE ¢ 


SEE THAT ey 
THEY'RE GROUND 
™ INTO MANURE 


i. FOR mY ROSES! 
itl 4 
| . 


<2.AND THIS 1S THE HOLY BOOK IN WHICH ARE 

SCRIBED THE NAMES OF THE DEAD BY THE Yes! AND PUT THIS FAGGOT'S 
POWER OF THE DEMONIAC GODS I CLAIM THEM NAME ON THE LIST -- LASTS 
FOR DRAGO, PHAROAH OF DARKNESS! 


“LL SEE YOU LATER, 
NOW 17" 


FEEDING TIME ON YOUR 
MAGGOT FARM 


WITH AN OBSCENE SPLASH, THE 
BODY OF FLOGISTON JOINS 


ROT OF HUMAN DETRITUS, AND 
THOSE OF HIS FORMER SLAVES... 


«2 IT LIES INERT IN THE NOXIOUS THE COVER 15 LOWERED ON THE 
GREAT PIT...ALL 1S DARK... WHO 

THE ONLY SOUND IS THE HOWLING KNOWS WHAT AWESOME MEETINGS 

QF THE WORMS... ARE EVEN NOW TAKING PLACE 
BEYOND THE BLACK GULFS OF 
DEATH? 


MEANWHILE, IN THE QUEEN'S CHAMBERS... 


GREETINGS, FLOGISTON'S WOMAN! - 
I HAVE CO! 
WIFE 


ME TO CLAIM YOU FOR 


—-OR RESTORE MY 
HUSBAND'S RULE IN 
THE ETERNAL REALMS! 


<. BUT WHO WANTS TO 
SCORPION @ --i 

pb HER FIRST, MEN, THEN YOU CAN 

DO WHAT YOU LIKE WITH HERZ, 


< 
tay 2 


BUT _AT THAT MOMENT A GROTESQUE PROCESSION 
OF PUTRESCENT FLESH 1S MAKING /TS WAY OUT 
OF THE DEPTHS OF THE CRYPT ose 


COME, WOMAN, SURELY DRAGO'S STEELY 

MEMBER CAN SOOTHE THE PAIN 

OF YOUR LATE HUSBAND'S 3 
- DEPARTURE! : 


I 


SJ _YES, DRACO, 


/ 
Gq / 


Z AN EYE For AN 
Yes, ir 15 EYE, A TooTH 

i \ FOR A TOOTHE 
/ a : 7 : 


DRAGO'S MEN ATTACK THE ZOMBIES WITHOUT pencrd WT Ton TY WMMjjy 
(ee eee 7B By a {2 Yo in 


THINGS ~~ PULVERIZE, 


N 
ep 


Res 2 P gaa NG ies 


THEIR BALEFUL SHRIEKING ECHOING THROUGH THE STONE CORRIDORS, 
THE ZOMBIES SYSTE 


Fon Gop, Mol HELP % 
ME SOMEONE --HELP MEL 


ae PET 


RUN! WARN THE OTHERS! THE ONLY 
WAY WE CAN STOP ‘EM 15 TO BLOW 
‘EM TO SMITHEREENS? 


" TO ESCAPE THE RAVENING MONSTERS... HE Rus TO AN OPEN PORTAL, HOPING 
- LEAP 70 FREEDOM IN THE 


v*,. ep below = — 


ie N 
COME... ARE 
YOU READY? 


KNB AgRODDA! 


GEE, BILLY, TIMES 
SURE HAVE CHANGED, ty 
AIN'T THEY P 
HOW MUCH LONGER: 

YOU FIGGER TO I DON'T KNOW--- 
STICK AROUND? COUPLE YEARS 

M 


T HEAR IT'S NICE OVER 
ON THE OTHER SIDE... 

FLOGISTON 15 SUPPOSED 
TO BE A GoD KING? 


BUT, THERE AIN'TNOTHIN’ 
HERE, ie UC Ss THE 


I DON'T CARE, \'M 
GUYS LIKE You AIN'T NO KING 
AND ME WALKIN’ AROUNDY_/ TELLIN’ ME WHAT 
TO Dor 


IT'LL COME SOON 
ENoUsH, THEN 1‘LL 
GO WITH THE REST? 


A FREE MAN HERE. 


YEA, DON'T inva EAT, 
Centr HAFTA 51 

JUST A FREE MAN 
BIN’ HIS TIME? 


LET'S GET OUTTA HERE ,DOC.. 
AIN'T NO REASON To STAYIN’ 
OUTSIDE ON A NIGHT LIKE THIS? 


(ao. THE BEGINING) 


